6                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

girl has not infinitely more merit in leading
the life that she leads, than you have, you
who enjoy the singular happiness of irre-
proachable surroundings and of a tempera-
ment so refined that it summarizes in my
view an entire civilization. I must tell you
the truth. I bear bad company only at rare
intervals, and through an inexhaustible curi-
osity about all the varieties of the human
species. I never dare to come near the bad
company of men. Something in it is too
repulsive, especially at home, for my friends
in Spain were always bull-fighters and mu-
leteers. I have eaten more than once at
table with people that an Englishman
would not look at, for fear of losing the re-
spect which he has for his own eye. I have
even drunk from the same bottle as a con-
vict. It must be said that there was no
other bottle and that one must drink when
one is thirsty. Do not think that I have a
predilection for the rabble. I like simply to
see other manners, other faces, to hear an-
other language. Ideas are always the same,
and if one eliminate all that is conventional
I believe that there are good manners In